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Author's Notes: 
Yes, | know | haven't been on for months and I've got unfinished fics. Will this make up for them? All right, | 


know it won't! 


Axl slams the front door open, skids into the hall and flails towards the kitchen, coming to an abrupt halt in 
front of the sink when he finds it occupied by the cat, curled up in the solitary patch of sunlight that has 
boldly and bravely fought its way through the grime covered window. 


He swears loudly, extends his right index finger and pokes her tentatively in the hope that she will understand 
he needs to pee like, five minutes ago and will abandon her resting place to let him relieve his bladder. Instead, 


she raises her head, glowers at him and hisses for good measure. 


All right, he may need to pee but he really doesn't fancy getting his balls clawed off in the process so he 
tears out of the kitchen and up the stairs at a speed Roger Banister would be awed at. Reaching the bathroom 
door, he is aghast to find it locked. 


"Open up fucker! | gotta peel” he yells, walloping on the door with his fist and trying to figure out why one of 
his friends has suddenly come over all modest when the five of them have spent the past three months living 
together and not giving a crap about being walked in on while answering a call of nature. 

Or in Steven's case, screwing an ever so slightly mad and evidently not shy girl in the shower. 

Axl hears the bolt being slid open and watches as Duff pokes his head out. 

"Hil" the bassist greets cheerily before stepping out and closing the door behind him. 

"Er, you can't go in there right now," he says. 


Axl stares at him. 


"| don't give a fuck what you did in there, Duff. | don't care what it smells like. | can hold my breath or inhale 
through my mouth but | gotta go so get the fuck outta my way!" 


He tries to shove his absurdly tall friend aside but is met with firm resistance. 


"You cant go in there!" Duff reiterates, arms folded across his chest, a determined look on his face. "Go pee in 


the kitchen sink" 
"| can't!" Axl wails. "The cat is in it!" and he does a little ‘gotta pee’ dance. "Why can't | go in there? Why?!" 
Well, this is quite the quandary. 


Duff can hardly announce that he's just given Izzy a blow job of such high quality that it has rendered the 


poor guy practically catatonic. 


"l. Izzy's in there," he stutters, "and you can't go in because he's.. he's erm.. he's upset. Like, really upset! In 
fact, he's crying!" 


"Well, tell him to be upset somewhere else!” Axl thunders and then checks himself. 


Izzy's crying? Izzy never cries. None of them do. Mostly because they're drunk or high or too busy coming up 


with new music. 
"Why's he crying?" he asks, jigging about on both feet. 
"Why's who what?" Duff counters stupidly, glancing back at the bathroom door. 


"Izzy!" Axl snarls, "why's Izzy crying in the fuckin’ bathroom? And why are you with him?" 


"Erm, | don't know. Let me go check on him," Duff offers placatingly. "Just wait here. I'll be as quick as | can," 
and with that, he dashes back into the bathroom, sliding the bolt closed. 


"Izzy, look alivel” he urges. "Axl needs to pee so you gotta snap out of it right now!" 
Izzy's slumped against the side of the tub, a blissed out look on his features. 
"Just gimme a coupla minutes,” he slurs, "my legs feel like they're made of Jello right now!" 


Duff grins in an inanely proud fashion. Until Axl hammers on the door and leaves out a bellowing roar of 


absolute gibberish that sounds ominously like a threat to both their manhoods. 
Grabbing Izzy under the arms, Duff heaves him onto the toilet seat. 

"Stay there for a second!" he commands. 

Izzy gives him a dopey smile and a thumbs up. 

Duff steps out onto the landing and closes the door to face Axl's certain wrath. 


"Just two minutes, Ax!" he pleads. "Just give him two minutes! He's composing himself in there because he 


doesn't want you to see him in such a statel" 


"For fuck's sake!" Axl groans, "I'm gonna end up with a fuckin’ bladder infection if he doesn't hurry up! Why is 
he crying? Why?!" 


Duff grimaces a little as he tries to come up with a plausible explanation for their resident ‘Mr. Fuck All 
Bothers Me‘ being reduced to tears. 


"Er, he.. he thinks that.. er, that Slash is trying to er.. overshadow him as a guitarist! Yeah! He thinks that 
Slash doesn't like him and wants him out of the band!" he declares, feeling quite proud of his make-it-up-on- 
the-fly abilities. 

As if on cue, a bedraggled, hungover and very hairy Slash makes an appearance from his bedroom. 


"Whashapnin?" he slurs. 


"You fucker!" Axl yells at him. "How dare you make Izzy cry and hide out in the bathroom when | need to pee 


so bad that my dick might not ever work again! Who the fuck do you think you are?" 
He starts banging on the bathroom door. 


"Izzy! Come out!" he cries, "you're a brilliant guitarist and the band would be nothing without you! Slash is just 


an insecure, needy piece of shit! We all love you and | need to pee so come out! NOWI" 


Slash just stands there gaping at his friends, wondering what he might've done to Izzy to make him lock 
himself in the bathroom and cry while Axl's dick is threatening to pack it in. 


"I'm going back in," Duff states, "I'll get him to come out, | promise!" 
Once inside the bathroom, Duff tries to explain to Izzy what has just transpired. 
"Why in Christ's name would you tell Axl | was crying?" Izzy asks perplexed. 


"Because | couldn't fucking tell him you were completely out of it after a blow job so it kinda got away from 
mel" Duff replies exasperatedly. 


Then he turns to the sink, twists the faucet on, cups his hands under the water and throws it in Izzy's face. 
"What the cunting fuck, Duff?!" Izzy gasps in shock, shaking his head like a confused dog. 
"We need to make it look like you've been crying!” Duff tells him urgently. 


It hasn't worked. Izzy just looks like he's stuck only his bare face and not the rest of himself under the 


shower. 

"Jesus, Duff!" he splutters, "that was uncalled for!" 

Duff chews on his lip. 

"Izzy, I'm really sorry about this!" he whispers and then he punches him in the stomach. Hard. 


Izzy doubles over with a surprised ‘oof! and wraps his arms around his midriff. He lifts his head to gape 
wordlessly at his friend-with-benefits and there are actual tears in his eyes. 


"Great, that'll do perfectly!" Duff cries as he grabs him and hauls him out the door past a completely startled 
Axl and a totally bewildered Slash. "Bathroom's all yours! We're off for a drink or ten!" he calls, lugging Izzy 
down the stairs. 

"This isn't over, bastard!" Axl snarls at Slash before hopping into the bathroom and pushing down his pants. 


"Oh, Sweet Mercy!" he sighs as he finally, finally gets to relieve himself. 


Then he wonders why it smells like sex in here while Slash stares wordlessly at him. 


